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that no one else could ever know; and surely
he loved her as a woman as well. He could
not tell; at that moment he wanted only
to comfort her and have the comforting of
her for ever. But a hateful, hostile, cold
voice whispered that she was not really his,
but Boston's.

" No, it can't ever be the same, darling;
but it'll be better/' A great hot lump
stuck in his throat. " Ever so much better.
It couldn't go on as it was."

He leaned back against the wall. Her head
dropped on his shoulder, and he held her
tight. For the first and last time 1 This
was life! God! The hot lump swelled.
If he had known all these things before, it
would have been different. You knew them
when it was too late, always too late.

He stared at the beaded yellow shade of the
light, while a fragment of eternity dragged
slowly past. This warm being he held in
his arms had nothing to do. with him; he
dared not let her enter any more. He saw
the rumpled divan where Miss Considine had
sat, the cushions where Mr. Heffer had rum-
maged for the New Statesman, the cavernous
shadow of the arm-chair where Miss Sidney had
jangled her bag and flashed her green beads.